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home is graced with a swimming pool, and Tracy is always eager
to get back home and take a plunge with the youngsters. Elise sees
to it that he never walks into an empty house after an absence, but
recently he was assigned more work in the local office and is out
of town much less. He may have asked for this new assignment,
but we do not know. At any rate, Elise is sure there is no danger of
his ever becoming interested in another woman. She and the chil-
dren occupy too much of his time.
Shocked and wounded as Elise was by her husband's infidelity,
it is doubtful that she ever really wanted to leave him. On the other
hand, Marian Renfro desperately wanted a divorce from her hus-
band, Hal, when she appealed to us for help. A tiny, fading redhead
in her thirties, she was terrified of Hal and of his ungovernable
temper.
The two had met back in the days of World War II as defense
workers in an ammunition factory in St. Louis when Hal was twenty,
Marian eighteen. The first time he saw her she was wearing gray
wool slacks and a fresh white shirt. Her voice was low; her smile
was reserved but sweet to him. A yellow ribbon was tied in her
hair. It was love at first sight for Hal. To his bewitched eyes, he
told us years later, she looked like an auburn-haired doll strayed from
the toy box, or like Little Red Riding Hood lost among black and
greasy forests of ammunition and machinery. But she had held a
man's job, been businesslike and efficient.
After a long, stormy courtship, Hal induced Marian to marry him.
Thirteen months following the wedding he was sent overseas as a
fighter pilot. His romantic and possessive nature may be guessed
from the fact that he took along and wore two wrist watches. He
kept one watch set to Marian's time in St. Louis. On particularly
hazardous missions, scraping the hedge tops in France and looking
down the throats of ack-ack guns, he would think, "Hal, this is it.
Good-by Marian, good-by my kitten, my baby doll." Then he would

